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CHAFIER I.

Is a back room of one of the houses in-
habited by the Londom poor, there lived a
might have been forty-five or thereabouts,

* but poverty and sorrow made her lock as

though she were at lemst ten years older.
Bhe had seen better days, and her present
heme was very unlike that which she had
been used to in former times. But her little
back room, though very small, was much
neater ‘than the ordinary dwellings of the
poor. There was no dirt on the floor, on
the windows, or on the wall; her things
were always in their place, and it could have
been ascertained at a glance, that a respect-
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able and cleanly woman managed every thing
around. It is true that there was not very
much to arrange, but what there was, was
done so well, that every one must have seen,
that had Mrs, Wright been the mistress of a
large house, cach thing in it would have
been kept in order the most complete. Mrs,
Wright knew that every thing should be
well done, that nothing should be neglected
because it was little, and she had learned in
her Bible that the servant that had been
faithful in a little was entrustcd afterwards
with a great deal more.

It was indeed cheering to go into this neat
room ; the little bed lay with the head to-
ward the window, and a small white curtain
hung over the top of it; a clock ticked on
the wall above ; at the end of the room was
n chest of drawers ; there was also a small
table and two chairs, and on the table a large
Bible, which the widow had bought after
saving her pence for many weeks. You will
think perbaps that ms she was so poor =
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smaller one might have dome, but Mrs.
Wright’s eyes were now so much weaker
than they used to be, that she conld not read
small print by candle Light, and she often sat
up in bed the greatest part of a sleepless
might, looking out such passages as she knew
would deepen her trust in God, and Lghten
her many cares.

But Mrs. Wright's great care and anxiety
in kife was not her paverty, but ber daughter
Annie, who was now twelve years old. She
loved Annie (who was her only child) with
all the tenderness and devotion of » mother’s
love, and Annie was & pretty child, and
clever, and was often a great help. How
many thinge Mrs, Wright suffered on her
daughter’s account, would take too much time
to tell. She often did not know where to get
her duily bread ; meat they seldom tasted,
except when the clergyman of the neigh-
bouring church sent her some, and often the
widow cried bitterly as she knew her little
girl was coming home from school, and that
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there was nothing but & morsel of dry bread
for her dinper. At one time Anmie wanted
new shoes, and the doctor sad that if she
caught cold it might prove very dangerous,
as she was a delicate child ; at another, she
had outgrown her frock, and where to get
these things when they were wanted the
widow did not know. But though Anme's
mother was often in this distress, Annic her-
self was not always unhappy. It is true, she
need to cry when she saw the tears on her
- mother's cheek, and then she kissed thom off,
but her own sorrows were very few. FPoor
as she was, she enjoyed many pleasures, not
the least of which was, that she had her
mother to talk to, and that was as good as
riches, or fine clothes, or anything else to her,
and in the next room lived Mrs. Parker, who
was very kind ; her school-fellows also were
fond of her, and the clergyman’s wife took
great notice of her. Al these things were
very pleasant, and as far as real happiness
went, Apnie was as well off as many who
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were much richer, and wore finer clothes,
and had plenty of dainties at their table every
day. Her mother often told her, that fine
things did not make people happy, and then
she wsed to read to her that verse in her
large Bible, which says “a man's lifc con-
sisteth not in the abundance of the things
which he possesseth.”

Ag Mrs. Parker was so kind to Anpie and
her mother, it may be well to tell you whe
she was. This good woman was also very
poor. She lived in the front room, and there
- wag only the landing between Mrs, Wright's
spartment and her own. Indeed, in old
times, when the sireet was inhabited by rich
people, the two rooms were one, with a fold-
ing door in the middle, and now that they
were separated, the place where the door
stood, was bricked up and papered over, so
that had it not been for the wood work at the
top, one would have thought that they had
always been two separate rooms, Mrs, Parker,
like Annie’s mother, was a pious woman,



